54                THETIMEOF   MY   LIFE
"Who are you?" He peered into my face, then braced himself
and set his hat firmly. "Never mind now; take me home. Call a
cab, that's a good boy. Take me home."
A policeman stepped from a sheltering doorway, marched
ominously towards us swinging his club. "What's goin' on here?"
he demanded.
Now I'm in for it, I thought. Might have known better than
fool around with a drunk this time of night. The best I'll get out
of this is a chance to explain to the judge after a night in jail.
But the man brightened up. His legs were not yet of much use
to him without additional support, although his mind was clear.
"It's all right, Chief," he said. "This lad's taking me home. Call
a cab, will you?"
The cop swung his eyes from me to the man. "So it's you, is
it? An' still drunk? Look at you, wet as a rat. Now listen, Doc,
you get off the street an' stay off or I'll run you in, damme if I
don't!'3 He blew his whistle; a cab drove up. "Now get in, the
both of you, an' stay in till you get home. Understand?"
Evidently the cab driver knew his fare; we jogged along out
Washington Avenue, the Doc huddled in a corner, while I
wondered who he was. Must be an important man, I decided.
Anyway, I was safe. The police had ordered me to take him
home. I hoped he would arouse himself enough to give me a
dollar or so, and that the driver would take me back to the
bridge.
But when we stopped at a large brisk house sitting behind a
low hedge, the Doc awakened, insisted I help him inside, stay
the night. He was not the man to forget a friend, he said. To-
morrow he would talk with me.
A single gas-light was burning in the hall. Presently a very big>
very black woman loomed in the darkness bearing a lighted
candle, a red bandanna tied around her head. Her size and
bearing were impressive, and the whites of her eyes glistening
beneath the ends of the kerchief, which stood upright like little
horns, made her an object of fearsome portent. Scolding and
grumbling with a great show of angers she led the way upstairs
to the Doc's room, folded back the bedding, then, unmindful of
his protests, we bundled him into bed.
"They's another bed in yonder, white boy/5 she said, indicating
an open doorway, "eflfyo'r stayin'."
The Doc slept until late afternoon, giving me time to look